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It had been comparatively easy for the
enemy, intent on the surprise of the Azad-
pore picquet> to steal across in single
file; but it was quite a different thing
for a confused and terrified crowd to force
its way  across.    At this   point great
slaughter  took   place,   and   many,   in
despair,     turned   round    and charged
their pursers,   only to meet   a   certain
and speedy death.   One poor   wretch,
extricating  himself   from    the  crowd,
jumped his   horse  on   to   a detached
fragment    of   the   broken    aqueduct
on the plain before it joined the canal,
and there he stood, as on a pedestal
six   or   eight    feet    high,    in   vain
seeking a short respite from his inevit-
able fate.   Almost simultaneously one
of our men sprung his horse alongside
of him, and on that precarious platform,
with barely footing for their horses, these
two engaged in a savage fight for life.
Like lightning their swords flashed as
they cut at each other without any at-
tempt at parrying.   In a second or two
our man received' a frightful slash on